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BOOK REVIEWS 


Carlton Brick 


WHO’D HAVE BELIEVED it. Politicians, media 
hacks, and even the England manager, bless 
his God fearing cotton socks, all coming out to 
condemn the treatment of England fans at the 
hands of the Italian police in Rome. Indeed, 
the recently published official report squarely 
condemns the Italian police and Italian FA 
for their failure. But hang on a minute. 
Amongst all the complaints, the outrage, the 
confiscated Gucci belts, mobile phones and 
designer make up bags, the truth will out. 
Writing in the Evening Standard, the 
peoples champion, David Mellor had this to 
say about his experience on that fateful night: 
‘Plainly on Saturday there was a complete mis- 
understanding about the kind of people that 
were in the southern part of the stadium 
where the baton charges occurred’. Okay 
David just what kind of people were they? ‘In 
fact,’ David continues, ‘for the most part these 
were people, like Phil and Barbara and my own 
son Anthony, who had bought pricey packages. 
These packages should never be sold again 
with out it being clearly understood by the host 
country who these people are’. Ah now | see, 
as long as the executive club class supporter 
doesnit get his head caved in then everyone 
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else is fair game, because according to Mellor 
they are ‘real’ England supporters. i.e. they vis- 
ited the art galleries rather than the bars. 

Mellor and his ilk counterpoise themselves 
as the real and respectable supporter. The 
good, compared to the bad and ugly. 
According to these people, the fans who like 
the odd pint or two, enjoy taking the rise out 
of the opposition and the odd sing song are 
no longer welcome. So just what does being a 
‘real’ supporter entail? Is there a membership 
card? Are they born or made? How do | become 
one of this agust group of football fans? 

Of course ‘real’ supporters don't really exist, 
it’s just another way of ramming football's new 
morality down our throats. In the days before 
Hillsborough all football fans were scum, now 
we are sub divided up into two neat packages, 
the ‘real’ supporter and by definition the 
‘unreal’ supporter. In fact the use of the term 
‘real’ supporter is nothing more than a codified 
way of calling the rest of us scum with out 
having to say it. In all the time | have been 
going to watch football the only Real sup- 
porter | have ever met was in a bar in Madrid. 

The reaction to what happened in Rome 
characterises what has been happening in 


RONT 


IN THE DAYS BEFORE 
HILLSBOROUGH ALL 
FOOTBALL FANS WERE 
SCUM, NOW WE ARE SUB 
DIVIDED UP INTO TWO 
NEAT PACKAGES, THE 
‘REAL’ SUPPORTER AND 
BY DEFINITION THE 
‘UNREAL’ SUPPORTER 


football for some time now. The criminalisation 
of perfectly normal footballing behaviour. The 
popular conception of the football supporter is 
that we are aggressive, offensive and loud 
mouthed. In fact thats not far wrong. But so 
what. The fact that some of us enjoy a drink is 
no cause for concern. 

Is it any wonder that English fans travelling 
abroad are treated in the way they were in 
Rome last October, when the Government, the 
footballing authorities and the media at home, 


have already criminalised what is after all per- 
fectly normal football behaviour. With France 
just a matter of months away and the British 
authorities shitting bricks to prevent ‘trouble- 
makers’ from travelling, it seems we can 
expect more of the same. ‘Real’ support you 
evermore? No thanks! e 


Football Task Force 

In January the Football Task Force went out 
and about to meet the people. According to 
David Mellor, ‘The Task Force Regional visists 
will give the average fan the chance to express 
their concerns about our national game. | hope 
that supporters will take this golden opportu- 
nity to make their worthwile contribution to 
the work of the Task Force’. We hope so as 
well. The Task Force will be visiiting the fol- 
lowing regions: Birmingham 16 Feb; Sheffield 
5 March; Norwich 19 March; Liverpool 16 
March; Southampton 23 April; Bristol 7 May; 
Newcastle 21 May; London 26 May. e 


For futher details and confirmation of venues 
and times you should contact Philip French, 
Football Task Force Press Officer, 

On 0171 388 4504 (fax 0171 388 6688) 
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FAMILY FRIENL 


Dougie Brimson puts his foot down 


LIKE A GREAT many football fans, | watch and 
support a side as far removed from the 
Premier League as it is possible to be (for now 
at least!). the marketing and merchandising 
seduction of Old Trafford and Anfield may be 
weaving its evil spell throughout the kingdom 
but | have resisted it and remained a staunch 
Watford supporter for the simple reason that 
they are my local side (let’s be honest, there 
are names for people who change clubs at the 
drop of a hat and most of them aren’t very 
pleasant). | certainly don’t go for the standard 
of football which, to be honest, has only really 
been worth watching since the return of the 
great God Taylor. In any case, if quality football 
was what I’d been after, the short trip down 
the M1 to Highbury would have been made 
long ago. No, | go to Watford because I’ve 
been going there for years, know loads of peo- 
ple, have a laugh and feel that unique sense 
of belonging when | walk through the turnstile. 
They are my club. Of course, I’ve had to live 
with the ‘clap-your-hands-stamp-your-feet-fam- 
ily-club’ stuff for years but have always known 
where to go to get away from it so that | can 
shout, swear and scream abuse, and in truth it 
has never bothered me. Until now that is. 

The one thing that | have been fearing for 
a number of years is now an ever-present fea- 
ture at an English ground and worst of all, it 
has happened at the ground where | have 
watched football for over 25 years. The dis- 
counts previously offered only to those who 
sat in the family stand can now be taken up in 
any section of Vicarage Road, which effectively 
means that the whole ground is now one big 
family theme park. The home end, the away 
end, the bit where the old boys go, the bit 
where | go. All of it. 

Of course this had to happen at Vicarage 
Road. Watford has always been regarded as 
the definitive family club — but I’m sorry, as a 
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bloke, a member of the group who make up 
the vast majority of the audience who watch 
football in this country, | simply don’t want this 
imposed on me. As a bloke | want to watch the 
game with other blokes not with loads of 
wives, girlfriends, mums and kids. That’s one 
of the reasons | love going to football, to get 
away from all that and now there will be no 
escape. There will be nowhere where | can 
stand, scream, swear and abuse without 
upsetting some 2.4-strong nuclear family. The 
way | watch football will change forever and 
there is absolutely nothing | can do about it. 
| can’t stop watching football because |’m 
obsessed with it nor can | go anywhere else 
because | support Watford, and so | simply 
have no choice but to grudgingly accept 
my fate. 

Of course, some will argue that this is a 
good thing because it attracts new supporters 
to the game and, to be fair, | do have some 
sympathy with that. However, while | am only 
too willing to share the enjoyment | derive 
from the game with anyone, this influx of new 
blood has had a massive effect on those of us 
already there and that isn’t right. After all, |, as 
a fan, have poured thousands into my club 
over the seasons and have been with them 
when times were lean(er). These people are 
coming into my environment, an environment 
| have grown up with, and therefore they 
should respect my wishes, not the other way 
around. If | want to stand and hurl abuse from 
the same spot where I’ve stood and hurled 
abuse for years, then they should let me get 
on with it. | shouldn’t have to accommodate 
them and if they don’t like the way | behave, 
let them sit or stand somewhere else and take 
their bloody flasks and sandwiches with them. 

As a long suffering fan | resent their 
intrusion into my little world, there are many 
thousands of us who feel like that. Not just at 
Vicarage Road but at every football ground in 
the country. | wouldn’t mind so much if just 
once | met someone who admitted that they 
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had just started watching the game, but with- 
out exception, every member of the new breed 
| have ever met swears blind that they were 
there ten years ago! 

Despite our protests, the clubs cannot get 
to grips with our complaint at all and they con- 
tinue to infest every corner of every ground 
with women, kids and members of every 
minority group in existence. They want bums on 
seats and if they can dilute the male majority 
and clamp down on the swearing and abuse 
of players as well, then as far as they’re con- 
cerned, that’s great. But they do not realise 
that as a consequence of this policy, they are 
not only alienating a very large percentage of 
their customers, they are also eroding the one 
thing which sets football apart from all other 
sports, the atmosphere. This new breed of fan 
may well know the names of the players or 
wear the latest shirt but do they know all the 
words to the traditional songs? Can they join 
in with the systematic abuse of an opposition 
player because of something he did two, three 
even four seasons ago? In extreme cases, are 


they able to indulge in an exchange of insults 
with the opposing fans when an incident takes 
place either on, or off, the pitch? Could anyone 
truly understand what a local derby is really 
about if they hadn’t grown up with it? Of 
course not. But we can and do and we should 
not be condemned because of it, because for 
a great many people such things are an inte- 
gral and essential part of the experience. 
People must realise that to be a true football 
supporter you have to put the time in. You 
can’t ‘discover’ football because of Euro ‘96 or 
a good World Cup campaign, you’re born with 
it, play it in the park and then, when you can 
escape your parents, you go and watch it. Do 
that, and after a while, you’ll earn the right to 
call yourself a fan and be allowed to use that 
most precious of words; WE. 

Don’t get me wrong. I’m all for change and 
growth, and understand more than most that 
everyone who pays at the gate has a role to 
play in the continued success of the game. But 
the English game has a duty to consider the 
views of those of us who have funded it when 
times were not so good. The individuals who 
travelled to the other end of the country on a 
soaking wet Tuesday night, ran the gauntlet of 
local yobs and watched mediocre sides get 
stuffed. So far, itis a duty football has totally 
ignored, and remains the only entertainment 
industry that not only isn’t customer led, but 
doesn’t even bother to talk to them. Until the 
clubs listen to their fans or supporters have a 
truly representative voice to tell them that they 
are out of order (rather than the mercifully 
doomed FSA who represent nothing but their 
own interests) then nothing will ever change. 
To me, that is an outrage. % 


Dougie Brimson is a broadcaster and 

writer. Together with his brother Eddy, he 

is co-author of three best-selling books on 
the subject of hooliganism and the culture 
of the terraces. Their new book “Derby Days” 
is released in March. 
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McCANN, McCAN'T 


Kevin Kelly reports on how McCann and Celtic FC are all to keen to treat their fans like children 


SCHOOLBOY KEVIN McQUIRE has, 
at 14, become the youngest fan 
ever banned from a football 
ground. Kevin ran onto the 
pitch with other youngsters to 
celebrate Celtic’s victory over 
Dunfermline in the Coca-Cola 
Cup semi-final last October. 

A few days after Celtic's 
victory, young Kevin was 
shattered to see Celtic security 
chief, George Douglas, on his 
front doorstep. He had come to 
confiscate his season ticket. He 
was also given a four year ban 
from Parkhead. 

Millions of TV viewers 
watched as young Kevin and his 
mates ran onto the Ibrox turf to 
congratulate their heroes. In fact 
the police officers on duty could 
clearly be seen laughing and 
jockeying with the youngsters. 
But, Celtic FC could see nothing 
funny. Parkhead’s security 
supremo, George Douglas, 
personifies Celtic's current 
attitude to its fans. The man is 
a zealot. Words like passion, 
emotion, joy and heartbreak — 
the stuff of Celtic supporters 
everywhere — are not in his 
vocabulary. He obviously 
watches too many westerns, 
basing his job description on 
that of a wild west bounty 
hunter, hounding and hunting 
down Celtic fans for the most 
minor of misdemeanours. 
Together with his boss, 
managing director, Fergus 
McCann, he is engaged in the 
business of turning Celtic's new 
stadium into one of the most 
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authoritarian, regimented 
and controlled sporting 
venues in Europe. 

Kevin McQuire’s mum, 
Margaret, who had forked out 
the £265 for her son’s season 
ticket stated, '| can't believe they 
can just take it of him like that. 
I'm paying for something | can’t 
use. The man Douglas was really 
heavy-handed. It’s a terrible way 
to treat a young fan whose only 
crime was to celebrate his team 
winning’. 

Celtic have struck a real blow 
against football hooliganism. 
When their security officials left 
the McQuire home, they left 
a 14-year old boy sobbing 
his heart out in his bedroom. 
McCann and Douglas may find it 
heard to believe, but that’s how 
much Kevin's team means to 
him. When questioned about 
the matter, Douglas remained 
unrepentant, ‘The club considers 
that the incident was of sucha 
serious nature this action had to 
be taken. The club will consider 
imposing a ban on any supporter 
who is in breach of the stadium 
or ground regulations’ (Sunday 
Mail, 26/10/97). 

Celtic supremo Fergus 
McCann earned himself a lot 
of credit for rescuing Celtic from 
the verge of bankruptcy, but for 
many fans he is fast becoming 
a hate figure because of the 
contemptible way he treats 
the Parkhead support. His much 
hyped and well documented 
‘Bhoys Against Bigotry’ 
campaign went down well with 
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the Scottish press, but many fans 


have found themselves and their 
mates ejected and banned for 
the crime of singing Republican 
songs, something they did long 
before McCann or his hatchet 
man Douglas came on the scene. 
The singing of the Irish 
National Anthem has become a 
bannable offence, and rumours 
abound that sporting the Irish 
Tricolour will soon follow suit. 
How long then before the famous 
green and white hoops become 
subject to Celtic’s new ‘no 
offence’ etiquette and get 
changed to a neutral orange and 
green. The Celtic Park hierarchy 
could teach the Kremlin a 
thing or two when it comes to 
stamping out what they deem to 


be dissent. Apparently there are 
now plain clothes security men 
in every part of the ground 
identifying and drawing 

up a hit list of fans who dare 
transgress the ‘Celtic code of 
Conduct’. 

If as much effort went into 
strengthening the team as goes 
into restricting the freedom of 
the Celtic support to actually 


support their team, | am sure 
we would at least be European 
Champions. Being a Celtic 
supporter is something special, 
our passion and fervour is 
second to none. After nine 
barren years our love and 
dedication to our team remains 
undiminished. However, that 
dedication and passion is being 
matched by a growing hostility 


and hate towards those in 
authority who insist on treating 
perhaps the greatest support 

in the world like children. & 


Such is McCannyite atmosphere 
at Celtic FC the author writes 
under an assumed name, in 
order to protect his season ticket 
from the hands of George 
Douglas. 
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Trevor Kingham offers his account of the clash between Italy and England in Rome 


ROMAN HOLIDAY 


BEFORE YOU READ my version of events in 
Italy, | feel | should warn you that what | have 
to say contains some strong language and 
references to violence which may be construed 
as glorification. This article is told the way it 
happened and not as some would have us 
believe, that when faced with confrontation 
we simply turned the other cheek. England 
Supporters don’t spend all their time causing 
mayhem as the media would generally have us 
believe, but, when confronted we fight back 
and of that | feel mighty proud to have been 
part of it and if that makes me a thug, frankly 
| couldn’t give a toss. 

| travelled to Rome along with 70 other 
compatriots, supporters of a wide range of 
clubs throughout England on a private coach 
trip organised by Premier Entertainment's 
Midlands Ltd. We had an overnight stop in the 
city of Basel, Switzerland. 

It will probably shock many to learn that we 
didn’t — as would be expected — raise Basel to 
the ground. In fact the only offence committed 
was a few postcards went missing at the hotel, 
and one of the lads got fined 50 francs for 
pissing in a doorway at 4 am in the morning. 

The journey down to Rome was superb, 
arriving in the city in the early hours of 
Saturday. As we alighted from the coach, and 
started our sightseeing with a visit to the 
Vatican, we had our first encounter with the 
local constabulary. Stopped in our tracks, the 
few drinks in our possession were confiscated. 
Sad bastards had nothing else to do at 8am 
on a Saturday morning. 

The rest of the morning and much of the 
afternoon was spent visiting many of the 
hostelries Rome has to offer, without major 
incident. Although on numerous occasions the 
brave citizens of Rome did race past on their 
souped-up sewing machines hurling abuse, 
and yes we did reciprocate. 
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On arrival at the ground we found our hosts 
hurling abuse at us hiding behind barriers and 
legions of their elite, armed to the teeth 
police. AS we approached the steps to the 
stand we were stopped and searched. Belts, 
coins, plastic water bottles, even camera 
batteries along with anything else that took 
their fancy were removed from out possession. 
15,000 cigarette lighters were confiscated, 
why? Did they think we were going to set 
fire to a stadium built entirely of concrete? 
Sad bastards. 

The one thing they couldn’t take from us 
was our pride, England! Although to be fair to 
the Itie police they did everything in their 
power to beat it out of us. Prior to the game, 
whilst we were partaking in the delights Rome 
had to offer, leaflets were handed out by the 
cops, establishing the rules of engagement: 

You will not be permitted to carry any 
banners or flags of an intimidatory nature. We 


AS WE APPROACHED, 
WAVING OUR ENGLAND 
MEMBERSHIP CARDS, 
THEY RESPONDED BY 
PISSING THEMSELVES 
WITH LAUGHTER 


didn’t, the wops, however, were perfectly free 
to bring whatever the hell they liked into the 
ground. We were greeted by banners with such 
welcoming messages as: Victory to the IRA, 
Good Evening Bastards and my own particular 
favourite, Fuck Off. Our response echoed 
around the stadium No Surrender to the IRA 
Scum. Long before the battle on the pitch, the 


battle in the stands was to commence. We 
came in for some heavy enemy fire by way 
of seats, coins and a particularly favourite 
weapon of the mighty Roman legion, frozen 
piss filled bottles which were to rain down on 
us for the entire match. Bless them. 

| should at this point mention that | was in 
the official enclosure for England members, 
therefore it goes without saying that it never 
entered our heads to return fire. Bollocks! 
The Itie police watched on motionlessly, just 
begging us to retaliate so they could dish out 
some justice to the English bastards who dared 
to come to Rome to watch a football match. 

Many English fans had arrived at the game 
without the protection we had enjoyed, an 
England Membership Card. God forbid, they 
were to come in for some frightening treat- 
ment, but fought bravely. They were heroes 
to a man, woman and child. Although | am 
perplexed as to why a nation so practised in 
the art of surrender, should, when English fans 
raised their hands in an effort to stop the 
onslaught, respond with yet another wave of 
baton charges? 


Before the action on the pitch kicked off, 
a message appeared on the stadiums giant 
scoreboard: ANY SUPPORTERS CAUSING TROU- 
BLE WILL RESULT IN THEIR COUNTRY BEING 
EXPELLED FROM THE COMPETITION. So what 
the fuck are Italy doing in the finals? 

When half time arrived it reminded me of 
Paul McCartney’s Pipes of Peace. Hostilities 
subsided, troops from both sides used the 
15 minutes to regroup and attend to the 
wounded. The wops used the time to piss in 
their bottles ready for the second half. Unlike 

Pipes of Peace, we didn’t exchange choco- 
late and cigarettes. 

An announcement minutes before the final 
whistle proclaimed that England supporters 
were to remain in the ground for a further 20 
minutes to allow the Itie low life to race home 
in safety. Little did we to know at the time that 
20 minutes in Italian is in fact three hours. The 
match ended and the cowardly wops in the 
stand retreated having been out sung, at times 
out fought, by the 16000 English fans. the 
ground shook to the chants of English and 
Proud of It. > 
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4 The action might easily have ended at this 
point but for the Italian police. The 7000 
‘unofficial’ England fans at the far end of the 
ground were invited to leave after about an 
hour only to be met with more of the same 
outside the ground. Having been kept behind 
without any effort of an explanation the 
‘official’ supporters enclosure began to get 
restless and tried to escape by means of the 
pitch. As we moved to the top of the stairs our 
advance came to an abrupt halt by heavily 
armed police. A section of the English support 


retreated to the higher parts of the ground and 
armed themselves with the only weapons 
available (not forgetting their England 
Members Cards of course). Seats were hastily 
ripped up and rained down on the police 
below. As a new phase in the hostilities 
ensued a group on England fans, of which 
| was one, decided that the only option to 
prevent further casualties was to attempt a 
settlement with the advancing Itie police. 
As we approached, waving our England 
Membership cards, they responded by pissing 
themselves with laughter at our pathetic 
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attempts to reason with the ignorant bastards. 

| insisted that we spoke with an FA or FIFA 
official. Silly me. They were all enjoying cock- 
tails at the time and wouldn't want to converse 
over such a trivial matter of 9000 men, women 
and children being held captive against their 
will. To our surprise about 30 minutes later the 
gates were opened. As we left’the ground the 
police took great satisfaction in hitting us with 
their rifle butts, the injured were treated by a 
solitary ambulance crew. 

For the vast majority of England fans who 


travelled to Rome, the ‘game’ was not officially 
over until three hours after the final whistle. 
We’d been in the Olympic Stadium a total of 
seven hours! Our coach, miraculously, was 
undamaged and still there, as was our pride. 
Many fans were left stranded as their planes 
had returned home with empty seats. Coaches 
were laid on, but as with all the other disor- 
ganisation that had gone on before, no one 
new where they were destined. It was 2am 
before we finally departed. 

| can see it now. World Cup Final, England 
to play Italy. Fucking magic! a 


NEW 
FOOTBALL, 
NEW FANS, 
NEW 
ENGLAND? 


Peter Normington takes a fan’s eye view of the 
events in Rome last October, and suggests that 
‘new Football’ should shoulder the blame 


THE TONE ADOPTED concerning events that 
unfolded in Rome had been largely established 
before a solitary England fan had set foot on 
Italian soil, by both the English and Italian 
media. Those lovely men from the National 
Criminal Intelligence Unit had informed us all 
that up to six hundred hooligans would be 
endeavouring to make the trip led by a hard- 
core of sixty ‘Super Hooligans’. 

A similar tone was being adopted in Italy, 
undoubtedly helped along by memories of the 
Heysel Stadium disaster of 1985, and incidents 
during Italia 90. Things had reached such a 
pitch, that as we travelled from Rome Airport 
to the Termini Station, a front-page report in 

The Times told us the Italian police had 
sought permission to be supplied with rubber 
bullets. Still at least they weren't lead. 

The police regarded the sight of groups of 
fans drinking in the bars around the Termini 
Station and having a good time as particularly 
objectionable. Streets and bars were arbitrarily 
and aggressively cleared of anyone unfortu- 
nate enough to be deemed English. Lingering 
too long or trying to finish your drink was 
discouraged with a swift flick of the baton. 
Objecting to, or attempting to resist such 


treatment, resulted in further use of the baton. 

When Harry Winter of the Daily Telegraph 
wrote that ‘There was blood and glass on the 
pavement. England’s supporters had arrived’, 
from what | could gather most of the blood 
and glass was down to the truncheon happy 
antics of the police. There is often boisterous 
support with loud singing and chanting, this is 
enthusiasm and partisanship for the team, it is 
not thuggery. Friday night’s events served as a 
starter for the main course that was to be 
served up on Saturday. 

The harassment of English support encom- 
passed the whole social spectrum, as family 
and executive groups were tarred with the 
same truncheon. This equality of experience 
was the real dynamic that shaped the 
response of British politicians and media to 
the events in Rome. 

Surprisingly, on the evening of the game, 
virtually no police were visible on the route 
from Ottovania Station to the Olympic 
Stadium. Having expected a gauntlet of police, 
we found that many of the bars were open and 
many of us grabbed a welcome opportunity 
to enjoy a pre-match drink. However, the 
area surrounding the ground resembled a mil- 
itarised zone with a series of checkpoints 
slowing our progress. At some of the barriers 
the sheer weight of numbers forced those at 
the front to stumble forward, which in some 
cases led to them being batoned. 

Eventually, ending up below the stands at 
entrances 16-17 of Curva Sud (the opposite 
end to our designated Curva Nord tickets); 
crash barriers and a phalanx of police blocked 
the access steps. Fans were being funnelled 
through a gap in the barriers one by one. Any 
surge or shoving was translated as an attempt 
to attack the police, and met with the ubiqui- 
tous truncheon treatment. Managing to get 
into the stadium with the game about to kick 
off, we were welcomed with a hail of coins, 
mineral water bottles and seats from an adja- 
cent section of Italian supporters. Some of 
the English replied in kind. This caused the 
police to launch a charge on the bottom half 
of Block 16. Out of an understandable mixture 
of bitterness and bravado, some of the English 
regrouped and ran back towards the police, > 
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< who momentarily looked bewildered and 
Shocked at the audacity of such a response. 
Reinforcements gave the police the courage to 
indulge in a sustained series of assaults on a 
sizeable section of fans, forcing many back 
against the Plexiglass fence that divided the 
different sections. Dismay and anger swept 
through those of us who could only watch 
events in a stunned glaze. An uneasy peace 
hung over the rest of the match as injured fans 
returned during the game bandaged and 
bruised, but even more determined to cheer 
England on to France. 

Towards the end of the game a tannoy 
announcement informed us that we’d have a 
twenty minute wait before we would be 
allowed out of the ground. This turned into 
two hours. No further information was forth- 
coming. Even as we were marched back towards 
the buses that had waited, the police insisted 
on stopping and forcing back the very people 
they were escorting, ensuring the skirmishes 
and scuffles continued. If people are treated 
like animals, shoved around and continually 
hit over a sustained period of time, then it is 
little surprise when some snap and fight back. 
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Back at the hotel, enjoying some well 
earned beers most people expected the British 
media to engage in a bout of hooligan bash- 
ing. We had all underestimated the extent to 
which the development of ‘New Football’ had 
helped shape official reactions to the age-old 
problem of the mistreatment of supporters by 
the authorities. Those of us who had served 
their apprenticeships under ‘Old Football’ are 
more than used to a bit of rough treatment, 
home and abroad. Herded around like cattle, 
and running the risk of being criminalised for 
over exuberance, are experiences many will be 
familiar with. 

In replying to events in Rome, the 
guardians of ‘New Football’ found plenty with 
which to sharpen their axes. Battering the 
executive box fan is a no-no. When FA 
spokesman, Steve Double, suggests that 
‘There will be a warm hand of welcome wait- 
ing for genuine fans — and an iron fist for 
the hooligans’ (Sun, 15/1/98), it is likely that 
anything construed as unacceptable behaviour 
will fall foul of the iron fist. Like drinking, 
swearing, or shouting too raucously at the 
opposition and their fans. e 


England may have qualified for the World Cup, but 
as Mark Perryman argues, it’s a different story for 
the fans 


TICKETS ANYONE? 


There’s a good few thousand letterboxes being 
keenly observed this month. England Travel 
Club members are due to receive their long- 
awaited World Cup ticket applications. With 
allocations for some games rumoured to be 
below 4000 the competition for these precious 
seats is going to be awesome. 

As most fans already know an astonishing 
20 per cent of seats at games. has been sold 
by FIFA to the multinational companies who 
have invested tens of millions of pounds in 
becoming official World Cup sponsors. Over 
the tournament this will add up to many thou- 
sands of places going to Directors, Executives 
and the like. It is yet another case of taking 
the money, and hang any principles of fair 
play. Selling the game’s soul comes cheap, 
negotiating away the precious heritage of 
live support, the competing tensions of the 
stadiumed masses calling out their rivalry and 
glorying in the misery of the opposition. 
Sanitised and cleaned-up the World Cup loses 
its edge and becomes a glorified corporate 
hospitality binge. 

The companies who are doing this to us 
aren’t exactly difficult to track down. They'll be 
stuffing their officially endorsed status down 
our collective throats from now until the 12th 
July just in case we fail to notice. Adidas, 
Hewlett Packard, Snickers, Budweiser, Master- 
card and their ilk will be filling the seats that 
rightly belong to us. They’re not interested in 
the football, its just another marketing vehicle 
to engineer brand loyalty, reinforce the market 
position and shift some units. It’s all about 
image and it’s about time that as fans we 
started to wise up to the power we potentially 
have in doing that image some serious harm. 
These companies aren’t giving FIFA all the dosh 
out of charity, and FIFA won't exactly be short 
of companies falling over themselves to offer 
them all that corporate cash. So why not set 


some standards, like no deal FIFA signs should 
involve more than 1 per cent of capacity being 
lost to big business freebies. A shift to decent 
common sense is unlikely, to say the least, so 
let’s use our collective muscle to rubbish, boy- 
cott and build up some serious resentment 
against those companies putting their big-wig 
bums on our seats. 

The blame for the gross shortage of tickets 
being inflicted on the travelling fans of all the 
qualifying nations should be pinned not only 
on the selfish sell-out to the sponsors but also 
on FIFA’s gross incompetence. It’s hard to 
begrudge the host nation receiving a fair 
whack of the seats, though 60 per cent seems 
a bit barmy, surely 50 per cent should be 
the absolute maximum. The real trouble lies in 
giving the World Cup to a country where the 
Stadia capacity is going to be largely in the 
mid-thirty thousands. Lens at 32,000, Montpellier 
35,000, St Etienne 36,000, Bourdeaux 36,000, 
and Toulouse 37,000. Arenétt all those big jun- 
kets, when they go through the serious matter 
of selecting World Cup hosts, supposed to 
think through minor matters like stadium 
capacities? Of the stadia being used only a 


paltry two can accommodate more than 
50,000. So when FIFA and the police moan 
about ticketless fans they've only got them- 
selves to blame. And what’s so wrong about 
going to France without a ticket anyway? 

If we can’t get into the grounds at least 
we should be able to soak up the legendary 
atmosphere. Being in a city besieged by fans 
from every corner of the globe, cheap wine, > 
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4 and sun is the second-best option to hav- 
ing one of those prized match tickets. The 
chances are of course too that come kick-off 
there will be a fair few French citizens with 
Spare tickets on their hands and some francs 
to make. And why have they got tickets they 
don’t particularly want, its back to FIFA’s inep- 
titude again. 

The forthcoming moral panic about the 
much-dreaded ticketless fan is all wrapped up 
with a deep seated fear of what it means to be 
English. Abroad we’re anything but the friendly 
ambassadors of the Scots’ Tartan Army. It’s 
more of a case of ‘What’s your problem’ when 
it comes to all things foreign and unfamiliar. 
Unwittingly the FA Travel Club has contributed 


bated this. The fact is that the overwhelming 
proportion who went failed to be hit by a 
truncheon, got jumped on outside a bar, or 
charged by shield-wielding cops. The ironic 
fact that it was the corporate hospitality types 
who got the roughest end of the batons meant 
that they used their considerable media clout 
to ensure that all and sundry got to hear what 
a rough time they’d had. While the cynic in me 
can’t stop wondering whether the England 
bid for 2006 had anything to do with the FA’s 
eloquent defence of the few who did suffer 
and heaped all the blame on their Italian 
opposite numbers, the dominant picture 
painted was of bloodied Blighty seeing it 
through, making it all the more likely that 


THE FORTHCOMING MORAL PANIC ABOUT THE 
MUCH-DREADED TICKETLESS FAN IS ALL WRAPPED 
UP WITH A DEEP SEATED FEAR OF WHAT IT MEANS 

TO BE ENGLISH 


to this situation. In its frenzied fear of anything 
but the officially sanctioned trips that bus the 
fans straight in and out again, those who 
travel independently are warned in the stark- 
est of terms of the threat to them if they step 
out of line. It’s all highly organised, and the 
advice proffered much appreciated, but its 
hardly encouraging. There’s this great worry 
about allowing fans from competing countries 
to mix, So we never get a chance to find out 
exactly why the name of Legia Warsaw is mud 
in Poland, or how football gets by in a country 
as poor as Moldova or what Italian fans reckon 
to Ravanelli’s antics at Middlesborough. 
Segregation at grounds is a sad fact of life 
we've all come to accept, but that shouldn't 
mean we never get to share a pint if we so 
chose with our foreign counterparts. 

The cussed independence of a fanzine- 
generated culture is now pretty much part and 
parcel of our fortnightly forays up and down 
the motorway through the highs and lows of 
the season. But at a national level that atmo- 
sphere is almost wilfully absent. The coverage 
of the events in Rome will have only exacer- 
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England’s away support will continue to be 
restricted to those most fired up for a fight. 
And it will never change while the myth is per- 
petuated that going abroad is the beat way to 
get your head cracked open. Risks obviously 
exist, but then our own boys in blue and the 
orange-jacketed stewards aren’t always exactly 
gentle are they? In fact the last World Cup that 
England played in is best remembered not so 
much for the odd contravention of public order 
in Italy, but the fights and trashing of German 
cars outside pubs as Pearce and Waddle’s 
penalties headed skyward. 

As fans we have a right to be in France, 
tickets or not, loud proud and English. And if 
the sponsors find the occasional fuss we cause 
doesn’t suit their neatly coiffured image, or the 
carefully laid-on and hugely expensive pack- 
age tours, tough. 8 


Mark Perryman is co-founder of Philosophy 
Football — Sporting Outfitters of Intellectual 
Distinction. Their World Cup fans’ festival, 
United Nations of Football, takes place on 
London’s South Bank 6th June. 


OLE 
GONNA’ 


Norway have under gone 
something of a footballing 
revolution. Chris Guldberg 
argues that this may be more 
to do with luck than judgement 


FIVE YEARS AGO | would not 
have been to keen to make an 
issue of my nationality when 
discussing football with like 
minded footballing enthusiasts 
in Britain. Thirty years of hurt 
may be hard to live with © but 
try the stick | had to put up with 
for being Norwegian. Our 
international success amounted 
to nothing more than beating 
England in a friendly in 1982. 
These days its a completely 
different story: 26 Norwegian 
players in the Premier League 
and First Division; the national 


side strolling through the 
qualifying stage to France 98; 
and my local team, Rosenborg, 
becoming a household name in 
the Champions League. Finally 
| can hold my head up high. 

So, what lies behind 
this revolution in Norwegian 
football? The Norwegian FA put 
it down to a highly developed 
youth system now bearing fruit 
after decades of hard work. 
Maybe, maybe not? 

| went through this system, 
playing for my club, along with 
my mates from the age of five. 
By the time we reached the under 
8's we were playing in a regular 
league, trained twice a week and 
played competitive tournaments 
every month. Ten years latter, 
as juniors, we hardly ever 
had a day off. 

According to the official 
strategy we were ready to 
embark on a prosperous career 
at senior level. But from the 
team | played in, only one player 
made it, the rest felt our careers 
had already been long enough 
and were already burnt out. Ole 
Gunnar Solskjaer, arguably 
Norway’s best player, was very 
close to suffering the same fate. 
| played against him in one of 
my last games, and he told me 
he was about to call it a day. 


Luckily, the burn-out factor 
hadn't killed all his enthusiasm 
as it did for so many players. 
The youth system in Norway 
is undoubtedly excellent for 
developing players with a 
professional attitude and a high 
organisational understanding of 
the game, attributes that English 
managers find so attractive 
about Norwegian players, along 
with their supersaver prices. The 
drawback with the system is that 
it all to often kills the flair and 
motivation that it seeks to 
exploit. Our national coach, 
Egil ‘Drillo’ Olsen recently 
admitted the need for a change 
of approach after Norway’s 
dismal performance in the 1994 
World Cup, arguing that we had 
to ‘let players flourish’. Last june 
it seemed that some of the new 
attitude was paying off when 
we beat Brazil 4-2, our best 
performance ever. The ultimate 
test will come when we meet 
then in France in June. ® 
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Simon McKeon looks at QPR’s ‘Ban watch’ scheme and asks where’s the justice? 


INNOCENT PRE 


WHEN GOING TO watch QPR today we are 
expected to do more than just watch the 
game, terrible although that experiance is. 
Queen’s Park Rangers Ban Watch scheme 
encourages fans to keep one eye on the 
person sat next to you as well as one eye on 
the game. 

In the QPR match day programme there is 
a prominant colum, its headline, Your Club 
Needs You. One might be forgiven for expect- 
ing such a column woulkd be pleading to fans 
to get behind their team during a time of bad 
results on and off the field. But you'd be 
wrong. Rather than see their fans get behind 
the team, QPR ask their fans; ‘If you sit near 
someone whose actions and behaviour you 
consider to be offensive, or likely to incite 
others to react or respond in a similar way, 
then make a note of their seat number and let 
us know. The proverbial school ‘grass’ or in 
this case ‘offended’ football fan, has been 
given official sanction by the club to ‘tell tales’. 

If fans want to report other fans to the Club 
they are spoilt for choice at Loftus Road, which 
these days feels more like a prison than a foot- 
ball ground. On match day the fans identified 
as ‘troublesome’ are monitored, not only on 
the day the ‘offensive’ act tookplace but also 
on every occaision they attend the ground. 
Those season tichet holders who have been 
unlucky enough to have fallen foul of Loftus 
Road’s oppresive anti-offence rules can be 
sure that Big Brother will be watching them at 
periodic intervals throughout the season. 

QPR’s match box sized stadium boasts an 
impressive array of equipment and personnel 
to monitor match goers. There are 23 closed 
circuit television cameras, 250 stewards, the 
police, and the clubs very own security, the 
‘Red Team’. Like criminals, supporters who 
have been judged to have contravened Loftus 
Road law, are sentenced to any number of 
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punshiments, including confiscation of season 
tickets, and life bans. 

At the time of writing eight QPR regulars 
have been banned from the ground this 
season. Six for a period of six months, one for 
a year. One fan is banned for life. He was 
accused of hitting a member of the club’s 
security staff. Despite the fact that when the 
alleged assault was taken to court the fan was 
found not guilty, the life ban still stands. 
According to Graham West, the Saftey Officer 
at QPR, the not guilty verdict was due to a 
‘technical’ hitch. Despite being found innocent 
of the charge in a court of law, the fan in ques- 
tion remains guilty in the eyes of QPR FC. Only 
by appealing directly to Graham West can the 
life ban be lifted. West is a law unto himself, 
judge, jury and executioner, accountable to 
no one, above the law of the land. Indeed 
the likes of Graham West and his Ban 
Watch scheme can be found at every other 
ground throughout the country. Its not just 
Loftus Road where fans are proved innocent 
presumed guilty. * 


“eo - 7 


KEEP THE PASSION LOSE TH 


E t. 


Ellie Lee recounts why she won't be going back to White Hart Lane in a hurry 


| WAS LOOKING forward to my first trip to a 
football game for quite a few years. |’m not a 
big fan of any team in particular, and don’t go 
that often, but when | have | have really 
enjoyed myself. So it was with great expecta- 
tions of a good night out that my boyfriend, a 
White Hart Lane regular, and | set off for the FA 
Cup third round tie between Spurs and Fulham 
at White Hart Lane. Unfortunately the 
Tottenham Hotspur FC had other ideas. 

For a start the first thing | noticed at the top 
of the steps leading to our seats, was a poster 
which said ‘Foul language — red card. Keep the 
passion, lose the language’. I’ve been told 
subsequently that this type of poster is on 
display at most grounds -— something | find 
astounding. I’ve always associated campaigns 
against ‘foul language’ with killjoys like Mary 
Whitehouse. What on Earth are football clubs 
doing issuing warnings against the f-word? 
The most bizarre thing is that in normal parlance, 
on the TV and in the popular media, swearing 
is pretty commonplace. But at a football ground 
fans are warned to mind their p’s and q's. 


WHITE HART LANE 
SPECTATORS CODF OF COKOLAT 


AMG UAGE 


UMED GUILTY 


Next up, once we’d taken our seats, there 
was an announcement over the tannoy lasting 
about five minutes warning the supporters 
about the dangers of bad language, racism 
and smoking. This call to encourage us to 
behave nicely was repeated again at half time. 

The most striking thing about tannoy 
announcement was not its content, but 
the reaction it provoked from the fans. No-one 
batted an eyelid. Presumably fans are now so 
used to being lectured on their behaviour on a 
Saturday afternoon that it has been accepted 
as the way things are. 

When Fulham scored, three lads in the 
Tottenham end jumped up in celebration. 
Fulham in our end? | assumed they would be 
in for a hard time now that they had identified 
themselves. But nothing happened. absolutely 
nothing. No one even blinked, | couldn't 
believe it. Why wasn’t anyone bad-mouthing 
them or at least giving them a dirty look? 
Perhaps the Spurs fans had taken note of the 
advice in the programme to ‘tolerate away 
fans’ and ‘remember that we are all here 
because we are football fans’. 

Worse was yet to come. Where the Spurs 
fans didn’t seem to give a monkey’s about 
the Fulham lads, the stewards certainly did. As 
one of the Fulham fans went to take his coat 
off a steward came over and told him to keep 
it on or he would be thrown out. What’s going 
on? Stewards telling people to keep their 
coats on? 

I’m told that this level of regulation makes 
it more pleasant and safe for women like me 
and their ‘families’ to go to watch football, | 
don’t agree. The thing | found most offensive 
at White Hart Lane was the concerted effort by 
the club to tell me how | should behave and 
what | should say and think. This is far more 
offensive than any use of offensive words that 
| might have heard in the past. e 


Football Supporters Network @ LIBERO! 19 


SKY RIGHTS 


AND WRONGS 


‘Football is a right.’ Rubbish argues John Casterton... 


Rupert Murdoch: 
the football fans’ 
football fan 


AT THE END of one of the recent 
series of Match of the Eighties 
on BBC | Danny Baker gave this 
piece of advice, ‘If anyone ever 
tells you that there is too much 
football on TV look then straight 
in the eye and say “my friend, 
there is simply not enough”’. 

For Danny, myself and millions 
of other sports fans, Sky Sports is 
like having Christmas every day. 
It’s like having your own 
personal hospital: you may not 
want it all the time, but it is there 
when you need it! 

Sky Sports’ three channels 
alongside Eurosport have the 
potential to satisfy everyone's 
televisual requirements. Those 
who desire to see events live 
now have access to them, and 
those who don’t like sport can 
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watch Gardener’s World, The 
Clothes Show and Two Fat 
Ladies. But not everyone sees 
it that way. Over the last few 
years there have been many 
articles written condemning the 
way that Murdoch and Co. are 
stealing ‘our game’, eroding 
‘our inalienable right’ to watch 
sport on terrestrial television. 
Now I, unlike some others, 
do not believe that sitting in 
an armchair watching sporting 
events live from all around the 


globe ‘free’ on my television set, 


is an innate right. We have no 
right to see Hamlet free of 
charge. We pay for gas, we pay 
for electricity, we even pay for 
water! And we have always had 
to pay for ‘free’ TV anyway, 

as part of the licence fee. 
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How much we have to pay 
to watch satellite TV is not the 
issue. At the moment the cost of 
a subscription to the three Sky 
channels is not prohibitive, but, 
in that the only reason | sub- 
scribed to Sky in the first place 
was the Premiership football, 
| find it a bit of a cheek to 
pay twice. 

In the dark days before 
Sky there was a distinct lack of 
commitment to sports coverage 
on terrestrial TV. World of Sport, 
Grandstand, Match of the Day 
and Sportsnight all fulfilled a 
purpose, delivering packaged 
highlights but leaving the vast 
majority of us wanting more. Live 
coverage was incredibly sparse. 
One tennis tournament 
(Wimbledon), two cup finals 
(FA and League), the odd 
football international, five 
rugby games (Five Nations) and 
England’s home tests at cricket 
do not constitute a large 
percentage of a year’s 
broadcasting. Even during the 
so-called saturation of the USA 
World Cup in 1994 — the jewel in 
the football calendar — the BBC 
failed to take up a game live and 
instead showed sitcoms because 
the game involved two ‘less 
fancied’ teams . 

Today, sports fans have 
‘the right’ to watch more of their 
game on TV. That it comes with 
a price tag should come as no 
surprise. Nor is the cost a reason 
not to take advantage of what’s 
on offer. But if the ‘right to free 
football’ lobby have their way, 
then it will be a return to football 
as a second rate sport on the 
box. And that will be bad for 
television, fans and the 
game as a whole. & 


A version of the article originally 
appeared in Caffeine issue three 


FAIRPLAY, NO WAY? 


Alex Standish argues that there 
is nothing sporting about UEFA’s 
idea of fair play 


IN JANUARY UEFA announced 
that the additional European 
place awarded for English 
football’s continued 
success in the European 
fair play league, will 
go to the Premier 
League team with 
the best fair play 
record. Last year 
the extra European 
place was rather 
sensibly given to 
the team which 
finished immedi- 
ately below the other 
European qualifiers. 
So, this means 
that you could finish 
bottom, get relegated 


and be playing in Europe tion 
for your reward. Last time | is that 
looked at the Premiership at least 
fair play league, you try to 


Southampton, dangling 
near the relegation zone, 
were top. Why not go 
the whole hog? Why not 
play fair and open it up 
to the whole of the 
league? On second 
thoughts why not include 
the non-league sides? 
| can just see it, Emliy Town 
v Barcelona. 

The fair play league is 
a footballing equivalent of 


win, not that you 
should be nice to the 
opposition and 
anyone else who 
happens to be within 
the vicinity. Football 
is not played as a test 
to see how players 
address the referee or 
how fans get on with 
each other. Supporters do 
not go home after a match 
reliving great hand shakes, 


a school report, where teams get ‘Did you see that hand shake 
‘marks out of ten’ for the number supporters. our striker gave their defender 

of red and yellow cards they All of which has nothing to do after he brought him down, 
receive, the conduct of players, with football as a competitive sheer class.’ UEFA obviously 
coaches, management and sport. The basis of all competi- think we should. 2 
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The Government's Football Task Force has been given the brief 
of tackling racism in football. This, we are told, will help give the 


game back to ordinary supporters. Libero!, however, has continually 


argued that anti-racism is now the standard justification for the 
censorious policing of fans’ behaviour that is ruining the game. 

On December 27th Libero! took part in a live Talk Radio debate 

with a representative from the ‘Kick it Out’ campaign on the issue 
of racism in football. During the debate a number of criticisms were 
made of our unequivocal opposition to the regulation of offensive 
chanting. Duleep Allirajah deals with some of these objections: 


HERE THE 


GENUINE PASSION IS OK but isn’t 
racist behaviour unacceptable? 
Football is all about abusing the 
opposition, abusing the officials 
and, from time to time, abusing 
your own players. Once you 
circumscribe offensive or obscene 
chanting you lose the passion, as 
the soulless atmosphere in many 
Premiership grounds bears 
testimony to. There is no 
meaningful distinction to 
be made between acceptable 
abuse (“you fat bastard”) and 
unacceptable abuse (“you black 
bastard”). In fact section 3(1) 
of the 1991 Football Offences Act 
makes no distinction and out- 
laws all “chanting of an indecent 
or racialist nature”. 

Surely racism is a big 
problem in football? Given 
the scale of the crusade against 
racism you'd imagine it was all 
pervasive. In fact the opposite 
is true. Anyone in football who 
does anything remotely racist 
these days is hounded and 
vilified. Witness the furore over 
Mark Bosnich’s joke nazi salute or 
John Motson’s fairly innocuous 
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comments about not being able 
to tell black players apart. 
Anti-racism is very much the 
orthodoxy, on and off the field. 
By contrast, racist chanting, 

so ubiquitous in the 1970s, is 
certainly on the decline. The 
Carling Premiership Fan Survey 
1993/4, which canvassed the 
views of fanzine editors, found 
that 41% of respondents had 
never heard racist chanting 
throughout the previous year, 
73% had never heard racist 
remarks and 98% had never seen 
racist violence. If racism didn't 
exist | suspect that it would be 
necessary to invent it as an 
excuse to police fans. 

Doesn't racist chanting stop 
black people coming to football 
matches? |’m sure that many 
black people don’t go to football 
matches because they think 
football fans are racist. This 
fear is probably ill-founded. 
Even if it were true | cannot see 
how banning racist chanting 
can resolve the problem. 

Would black people feel any 
more comfortable surrounded 
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by silent racists or given a police 
escort? If black people don't 

go to football matches in a 
particular town or city it 
probably reflects wider social 
divisions. These divisions are 
neither caused by football 
chants, nor are they resolved 

by criminalising racist fans. 
Black people will only go to 
football grounds when they 

are integrated into the more 
important social spheres such 
as employment and housing. 
Why should black fans have to 
put up with racist chanting? 
No-one should have to ‘put up’ ‘ 
with racist chanting, but do we 
really need the police to protect 
us from a handful of morons? If 
the racist in row 10 is getting on 
your nerves go and confront him 
and, if necessary, take some big 
friends with you. It’s far better 
that we deal with racists 
ourselves than give the 
authorities another excuse for 
turning football grounds into 
open prisons. The expulsion 

of fans for using obscene and 
offensive language is ruining 


D EVERYWHERE 


the game for all fans—black and 
white alike. This killjoy regime 
is imposed on us in the name 
of protecting black people from 
racist chanting. The way | see 
it football—like sex—is more 
enjoyable if it's unprotected. 
Why shouldn’t black players 
be protected from racist abuse? 
The idea that players like Paul Ince 
or lan Wright need protecting 
from anyone is not only 
patronising but laughable. 
Footballers have to put up with 
all manner of needle and abuse 
because they are professionals. 
When black footballers like Vince 
Hilaire, Brendan Batson and Laurie 
Cunningham broke into the British 
game in the 1970s they had to 
put up with far greater racist 
abuse than players face today. 
Yet those pioneering black players 
were able to rise above the abuse 
and prove themselves on the pitch. 
If today’s black players can't cope 
with abuse from their opponents 
then they are lesser professionals. 
Frankly, | wouldn't want wimps 
who can't handle name-calling 
playing for my team. e 
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Steve Jinman cast his anthropologists eye over the very different experiances of watching non league 


and league football. 


AWAY DAYS 


Awayday | 
12pm: Set off for match 


1.30: Arrive at ‘safe’ pub, miles 
from ground for a ‘quiet’ pre 
match pint or two. 


2.00: Find a pub closer to the 
ground that doesn’t enforce 
a ‘home fans only’ policy. 


2.30: Leave pub. Contemplate 
process by which | will get into 
ground not having bought 

a ticket in advance. 


2.50: Miraculously get into 

ground. Buy a pint of fizzy 

piss and a dog burger. Buy 
programme which thinks its 
a copy of Yellow Pages. 


2.59: Take my seat. Just before 
kick off piercing sound of a siren 
and what sounds like a list of 
what you can be arrested for 

in the next hour and a half. 


3.00: Exciting first half, spoiled 
by stewards who constantly 
block the view by standing up. 
Sit down you bastards! 


3.45: Half time. Ques too long for 


a piss unless willing to miss the 
second half. 
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4.05: Home team scores. Away 
fans respond in kind only to be 
enveloped in a sea of arm 
waving yellow anoraks. 


4.20: Definite penalty not given 
to visitors. Away end launch 
torent of abuse in direction of 
referee. Yellow anoracks get 
really worked up and call upon 
boys in blue for assistance. 

A handful of away supporters 
culled. Home fans respond 
with laughter. 


4.45: Last minute equaliser! 
Start kissing strangers etc. 


4.46: Final whistle 

4.50: Ushered out of ground, 
and to awaiting transport. Try to 
find decent pub before starting 
treck home. 

Awayday 2 

ipm: Set off for match. 


2.00: Arrive at ground. 


2.05 Enter ground and make 
straight for social club. 


2.30: Buy programme which 
thinks its a copy of LOOT. 


2.50: wander into the ground, 
take five minutes deciding 
where to sit. 
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2.55: Flick through programme 
and resolve to break as many of 
the ground regulations as possible. 


3.00: Exiting first half. 


3.45: Half time. Swift pint in the 
social club. 


3. §9: Buy a dog burger and 
decide where to watch the match 
in the second half. 


4.05: Home team score. 


4.20: Away team denied a 
definite penalty. Referee recieves 
death threats from away support. 
Visibly shaken. 


4.45: Last minute equaliser! 
Start kissing strangers etc. 
Everyone under the age of 35 
runs onto pitch to congratulate 
scorer. Referee shuffles feet in 
centre circle. 


4.46: Final whistle. 


4.50: Back to social club for 
a pint and final scores. 


6.00: Grab some of the post 
match buffet. 


7.00: Decide to head of home, 
but end up staying for a curry. 


LIBERO! has been set 

up by football fans across 
the country concerned with 
the growing regulation of the 
game. LIBERO! takes its 
name from the Italian sweeper 
system, meaning free! 

We are a broad-based 
supporters’ network, formed 
at the beginning of the 
1996/97 season, whose aim 
is to campaign against the 


OUR AIMS ARE: 


LIBERO! 


FOOTBALL SUPPORTERS’ NETWORK 


increasing criminalisation 

of football fans’ enjoyment 

of the game. It is ironic that 
in the post ‘hooligan’ era of 
the 1990's, the behaviour 

of those who play and follow 
football has never been under 
so much public scrutiny. 
Every Saturday, it seems, our 
passion and emotion for the 
game are labelled detrimental 
and dangerous. 


@ Publicise the treatment and experiences of ordinary football supporters. 


@ Influence a rational and constructive debate about football and football supporters, 
as opposed to the knee-jerk reactions of the media and the authorities. 


@ Campaign against the increased regulation and criminalisation of fans’ enjoyment 


of the game. 


@ Establish an international fan network of co-operation. 


If you care about what’s happening to our game join now! 


Membership £10 a year includes: 
@ free subscription to OFFENCE: 


@ regular news bulletin and updates 


@ LIBERO! research and forthcoming submissions to the 


Football Task Force 


@ the opportunity to feed into an extensive network of 
debate and ideas on key debates in football 


(Cheques etc. made payable to LIBERO/). For further 
information Contact Carlton Brick at the address below. 


1 Darwin Road, London N22 6NS 0181 352 9113 
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OVER THE LAST couple of years, work has 
been done on European football stadiums, 
that is likely to be the most profound of the 
changes of the last decade: the disappearance 
of the standing sections in favour of comfort- 
able and often more expensive seats. 

At Ajax not all the fans are happy with 
this situation and a number of them, predom- 
inantly in section 127, have refused to sit 
down, accompanied by the heart felt chant 
‘Stand-up-if-you-love-Ajax’. Ajax, the club, has 
responded like a school master, handing out 
pamphlets with the message ‘sit or be gone’. 
In the latest Ajax magazine Michael van Praag 
suggests lengthy bans for fans who fail to 
comply with the order. A situation of conflict is 
at hand. 

Since the Taylor Report in England, in which 
the introduction of all-seater stadiums was 
seen as the ultimate security measure, football 
stadiums have been caught in a race with each 
other, where appearance and comfort become 
all important. Of less importance is whether 
or not the stadium breathes some kind of 
football atmosphere. In the multifunctional 
considerations that now shape the design of 
football stadia, football is a side issue. The 
owners, or more likely the shareholders, no 
longer talk about football stadiums but about 
football theatre’s; theatres you must down in. 
And the main advantage for those in charge 
is that it is easier to control and placate the 
sitting sections. 

In the Netherlands few will have anticipated 
that the tearing down of the old stadiums will, 
at the same time, destroy the ‘standing- 
tribune-culture’. But this has become all to 
clear over the last season. Cheering while 
standing up, packed together on a full stand, is 
of course easier than when yawning, slumping 
lazily in a chair. New songs always find their 
origin in the standing sections. Atmosphere 
and standing are inseparably intertwined. 


A VIEW 
FROM... 


The Ajax fanzine, De Ajax Steer, illustrates 
that the problems facing Dutch fans are 
not that dissimilar from those facing fans 
in this country... 


Further information 
De Ajax Steer 
Redactie 

Postbus 4097 
2003 EB Haarlem 
Netherlands 
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Many fans will of course shudder upon 
hearing this argument. There are more impor- 
tant problems after all. And what is all the 
moaning about anyway, after all ‘you can sit 
down nice and comfortably now, can’t you?’. 
Those directly involved in football, the fans in 
the standing sections, think differently. A part 
of their identity as fans has been taken from 
them. What has been left is an indefinite and 
rebellious sentiment. Fans ask themselves if 
they still feel part of a sterile football theatre 
with its sterile football audience. Clubs, in the 
Netherlands as in England, hardly pay any 
attention to this problem. Even for the official 
fan clubs this is not an issue. 

Since the stadium disasters in the 1980s 
nobody has dared to plead in favour of a 
return to standing sections. Today commerce 
is leading the singing, and do not support 
something they find so futile as a standing- 
tribune-culture. 

‘Stand-up-if-you-love-Ajax’ is the chant of many 
of the fans who make up the F-Side re-united. 
At the top of section 127, where the hardcore 
have settled, fans continually refute the club’s 
demand that we must sit down. Even on the 
Stairs fans stand. Of course, how many fans 
stand depends on the atmosphere created by 
the match. At an exciting game as against 
Udinese, or against the hated Feyenoord, up to 
2000 stand throughout the match. 

Ajax views this new phenomenon grudg- 
ingly, but think enough of the matter to show 
their teeth. It is being made clear that it is the 
club that calls the shots on the stands and not 
the fans of the F-Side. 

Some weeks ago stewards were handing 
out pamphlets that threatened that fans had to 
‘Sit on the seat to which you are entitled’ and 
‘when not following this request the club are 
not responsible for the consequences’. During 
the match against MVV a riot situation 
developed as the Arena-security took up 


positions between the standing fans. 
Several fans reported that they had been 
threatened with having their season tickets 
confiscated. Fans began to turn on the secu- 
rity and an escalation in tension was only 
just prevented. 

Michael van Praag has described the fans of 
section 127 as ‘extremely disturbing charac- 
ters’ who will force him to ‘very soon take 
measures’. Such a message is alarming. Ajax 
has allegedly received complaints from fans 
who cannot see anything when they are sitting 
and are thus forced to stand as well. Safety is 
a key issue here as people are standing on the 
stairs blocking the exits. Such behaviour is 
against the rules and regulation of the Arena 
stadium. But okay. according to these very 
same rules and regulations even smoking is 
prohibited, so that isn’t a very valid argument. 
As well as this Ajax justify their stance because 
of the UEFA rules. 

UEFA has adopted the legislation as devel- 
oped in England and Scotland. According to 
these laws football matches in the higher divi- 
sions may only be played in all-seater stadia, 
and all fans must be seated. But according to 
Claudio Negroni, spokesman for stadia at 
UEFA, this rule will only apply starting in the 
season ‘98-’99. 

The official Ajax fan club has expressed 
their sympathy saying that fans should be able 
to stand, but places conditions on this, after 
an elaborate board meeting. Standing should 
therefore limit itself to the back of the section. 
The seats should not be removed and the 
gangways should be kept free in view of secu- 
rity and safety. 

The final word goes to the fans of section 
127, ‘Stand-up-if-you-love-Ajax’. e 


A version of this article appeared in 
De Ajax Steer. Thanks to all concerned 
for the translation. 
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Football United: New 
labour, Task Force 
and the Future of 
the Game 

Mark Perryman 

Fabian Society 1997. 


Football 


Worm Linteese. ‘The 
se thse Parnes So: Goccen 
a. 

we sen 


Duleep Allirajah takes 
a look at the proposals 
for the game offered 
by the New Labour 
think-tank. 


The creation of the 
Football Task Force has 
opened up a debate 
about the future of 
football. Footbal! 
United a pamphlet by 
the Fabian Society sets 
out a programme for 
a radical overhaul 
of the game. As the 
pamphlet’s author 
Mark Perryman sees it, 
football needs a new 
mission statement. 
We've got New Labour, 
now try New Football. 
Some of the 
proposals may at first 
seem a little bizarre. For 
instance, in order to fill 
up half empty lower 
division grounds we 
are offered the 
‘Football for £1’ scheme, 
sponsored by local 
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businesses. Maybe |’m 
missing something, but 
| would have thought 
that lower division 
grounds are half empty 
because the football on 
offer is substandard 
dross. Never mind 
‘Football for £1’, you 
couldn't pay me to 
watch the likes of 
Brighton or Doncaster. 
If, however, you 
thought that the ideas 
in this pamphlet were 
completely off the wall 
you'd be wrong. Take 
for example the idea of 
setting up ‘fans juries’ 
for consultation, or the 
creation of OffFoot, 
a football watchdog 
which would 
investigate complaints 
from disgruntled 
supporters. Ideas such 
as these are already 
fast becoming reality. 
One of the aims of the 
Football Task Force is to 
‘encourage greater 
supporter involvement 
in the running of the 
game’ (Sports Ministry 
press release, 30/7/97). 
Charlton Athletic 
already has a supporter 
representative on its 
board. Supporter 
representation as 
proposed here is the 
football equivalent 
of ‘user involvement’, 
more commonly found 
in the provision of 
services to the mentally 
handicapped. It’s a 
great idea for 
indulging whinging 
punters and making 
the Task Force feel 
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smug, but means 
nothing in practice. 
Myself, |’d settle for 
Ivan the Terrible 
running my club 

as long as we win. 

The pamphlet’s 
proposals, much like 
the remit of the Task 
Force, have very little 
to do with football. So, 
if you wanted to know 
the Fabian Society 
policy on the offside 
law, you'll be 
disappointed. Football 
Unitedff is effectively 
a manifesto for ethical 
football, which 
envisages a Brave 
New World where 
community centres 
and public libraries 
broadcast live satellite 
matches, where 
stadium hospitality 
suites host mother and 
toddler groups, where 
teams play testimonials 
for charity, and where 
clubs run ‘soccerobics’ 
classes and promote 
health education 
(what no more pies?). 

The problem with 
all this , and indeed 
the problem with the 
Football Task force, 
is that football is 
now charged with 
the responsibility of 
solving all manner 
of social problems 
and ills. Given New 
Labour's fondness 
for nannying and 
sermonising, we should 
be extremely wary of 
any proposals to turn 
football into another 
arm of their social 


policy. ‘Let’s really 
make football Britain’s 
family game’ says Tony 
banks (Sports Ministry 
press release, 30/7/97). 
In other words eject 
fans for swearing and 
obscene chanting. 
‘Let’s encourage 
more ethnic minority 
participation’, say the 
football authorities. 
In other words ban fans 
for using politically 
incorrect language. 

| think that getting 
the police and stewards 
off our backs would 
make an immediate 
and welcome difference 
to the lives of most fans 
— such a proposal is 
notable by its absence 
from this pamphlet. 


Moving The Goal 
Posts: Football’s 
Exploitation 

Ed Horton Mainstream 
1997. £14.99 


Football’s Exploitation 


Reading Ed Horton's 
Moving The Goalposts, 
is rather like 
experiencing a family 
Christmas. At first you 
think you should, 
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than the doubt starts 
to settle in. and once 
its all over you wonder 
why you bothered in 
the first place. Horton 
himself pulls no 
punches when, 
obviously for the 
benefit of the reader, 
he states, ‘This is not 
an optimistic book. | 
do not see much cause 
for optimism’. With 
hindsight | should 
have heeded the 
authors warning. 
Horton's most 
recent effort reads like 
a litany of complaint, 
a shopping list of pet 
hates and prejudices. 
Merchandising; 
elitist clubs; Sky TV; 
sponsorship; chairmen; 
board members and 
city commercialisation 
all come in for some 
stick. Above all what 
sticks in Horton's throat 
is that the influx of 
money into the game 
has betrayed the 
‘traditional values of 
football’, as personified 
by Manchester United 
and their 
‘commercialised’ 
‘corporatist’ culture. 
According to Horton 
United are the 
equivalent of a selfish 
Sheriff of Nottingham, 
robbing the poor to 
feed themselves, with 
little care for the 
consequences. Football 
according to Horton is 
operating a ‘policy 
of social cleansing’, 
pushing out the poor so 
that the elite clubs can 


feast of the rich. it 1s 
this attitude and greed 
that has resulted in 
situations like that at 
Brighton, and United 
and their ilk should be 
forced to pay for the 
situation that they have 
created, or so Horton's 
argument goes. 

Alas, this is where 
Hortons’s analysis falls 
flat on its face. For 
starters, a cursory 
glance at football's 
history clearly 
illustrates that the 
professional game 
would not have been 
possible were it not for 
money and rather large 
sums of it. If any 
footballing value could 
be called ‘traditional’ 
it is the central role 
played by money and 
those individuals with 
money, who have 
transformed the game 
from its amateur ‘jolly 
good show’ public 
school origins and 
made it the greatest 
game in the world . 
lronically Horton’s 
objections sound rather 
reminiscent of the 
objections put forward 
from the aristocratic 
public school types 
when the masses 
started getting 
involved with playing 
and running the game. 
For Horton the best 
place for football is in 
the past, unchanged, 
and unchanging. 

My second 
objection to Hortons 
theory is based purely 


on footballing common 
sense. Brighton's 
situation, drastic 
though it is, is their 
fault and their fault 
alone. They languish at 
the bottom of the Third 
Division, without a 
ground and facing near 
bankruptcy, not 
because of Manchester 
United's ‘greed’, but 
because they are an 
appallingly bad 
football team run 

by appallingly bad 
businessmen. 

Moving the 
Goalposts is an 
argument for ethical 
football, and is nota 
very good one at that. 
Hortonis outlook, 
however heart felt, 
is based upon a 
misguided and 
mythologised 
sentimentalism. Indeed 
Moving the Goalsposts 
reads like the 
moanings of a 
footballing equivalent 
of a real ale drinker, 
‘back in the good old 
days, when football 
was football’. 

At times, Moving 
the Goalposts does 
make some useful 
points, but they are 
lost in the mish mash 
that results from 
Horton’s incoherent 
and jumbled analysis. 
As an attempt to 
analyse and critique 
contemporary 
developments in 
football it misses 
the point somewhat. 
Horton criticises the 


elements of new 
football that are 
actually rather good, 
or have the potential 
to take the game into 
the future. As such 
the biggest crisis facing 
football today is the 
lack of imagination 
that now passes for 
critical commentary. 
Carlton Brick 


Football Hooligans. 
Knowing the Score 
Gary Armstrong 
Berg 1998 £14.99 


Football Hooligans is 

a book that should not 
be taken lightly, and at 
361 pages it wonit be. 
Gary Armstrong’s book 
is the result of 10 years 
research. Hooligans is 
not an attempt to paint 
a picture of the football 
supporter as whiter 
than white. Far from it, 
Armstrong provides 
ample evidence and 
first hand accounts of 
violence of differing 
ferocity. What 
Armstrong sets out to 
do is ask a very simple 
question, why is it that 
the infrequent and 
somewhat random acts 
of football related violence 
during the 1970s and 
80s resulted in one of 
the most hardened law 
and order panics of 
modern times? 

The police, the media, 
politicians and the ‘self 
appointed experts’ of 
football academia come 
under Armstrong's > 
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<4 microscope. They 
also come in for some 
stick. Armstrong 
lambastes the ‘exotic’ 
and narcissistic 
contemplation’s’ of 
the Bill Buford (Among 
The Thugs) portrayal of 
the British football fan, 
suggesting that Buford’s 
novel has had more 
influence upon the 
academic and socio- 
logical explanations 

of ‘hooliganism’ than 
hard investigation 


or evidence. 
Inconsistencies 

in the reporting and 
analysis of acts of 
football ‘hooliganism’ 
are well documented 
and illustrate the 
somewhat 
manufactured 
perception of the 
football hooligan. 
During the 1991/92 
Sheffield United 
supporters received the 
double honour of being 
awarded the Sunday 


illustrations from, Football Hooligans. Knowing the Score 


ld Rather Have & 


AIDS 


Then be a Blade x 
hee se 
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People’s best-behaved 
supporters award and, 
The Observer, on the 
other hand, had them 
listed as one of the top 
ten hooligan groups in 
England and Wales. 
Gary Armstrong 
presents an intelligent 
and systematic 
chronology of the 
late 1970s and 1980s 
hooligan panics. Using 
the ‘Blades’ as a case 
study, Armstrong 
provides insights into 


the workings of this fan 
grouping and how the 
local authorities and 
media constructed 

and presented their 
activities as a serious 
threat to law and order. 
This is the book for 
anyone who wants 

to engage in current 
football debates 
seriously. | take it the 
Task Force won't be 
putting in any orders 
at their local bookshop? 
Carlton Brick 
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SOME PEOPLE WILL 
DO ANYTHING FORA 
COPY OF OFFENCE 


To subscribe write to 1 Darwin Road, London N22 6NS 
Each issue £1.50 (Cheques payable to LIBERO!) 
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